"A"                                                   INDIAN
Young  G------ looked backward  and forward
along the line for some time, coldly, rudely, with
loathing.
"Well, Mr. Chatagar, I haven't heard your voice
for some time/7 he said.
All but one of the vakils sat down.   The one
bowed   low   and   said:    "Mr.   G------,   Assistant-
Collector-sahib, I will ask adjournment till I consult
with my client. . . . The boy is unknown to me.
I will withdraw."
"Better hear the prosecution's case first . . .
then you can have your chat. I shouldn't think
there's any need to withdraw."
Mr. Chatagar said: "This is grave case and
should require deep consideration, seemingly, Mr.
Collector."
"Appearances are often misleading," said G------.
"Carry on, police."
The police carried on.
The wheels of this inexorable machine had been
set in motion and nothing seemed able to stop
them. The gramophone of justice was playing its
tune: it would not cease until it was run down; and
then it would be too late.
My God, my God, why did I come here? I
thought.
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